C   A   L   I   S   T   E

but my father, made all the more unhappy at
having lost one son, by not approving the war,
swore that the other should never return to it, and,
profiting by the circumstance of the capitulation of
Saratoga, said that as my ill-health alone had
separated me from my regiment, I must be con-
sidered as belonging to an army which could no
longer serve against the Americans. Having thus,
after a fashion, left the service, although I had not
yet discarded the uniform or relinquished my
commission, I began to prepare myself for a
Parliamentary and civil career; and, in order to
play a distinguished part, I resolved that, together
with the studying of the laws and history of my
country, I would learn to express myself with
elegance in my own language. I defined eloquence
as the power of persuading where one cannot
convince, and this power appeared to me necessary
with so many people and on so many occasions
that I did not think it possible to be at too great
pains to acquire it. Following the example of the
famous Lord Chatham, I set myself to translating
Cicero and, above all, Demosthenes, burning my
translations and recommencing them a hundred
times. Caliste aided me to find the best words and
phrases, although she understood neither Greek
nor Latin; but, when I had translated my author
literally to her, I perceived that she often grasped
his thought better than I myself; and when I
translated Pascal or Bossuet, she was of even
greater assistance. For fear of neglecting the
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